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A BOTTLE OF TEAR‘%

DR. -T%LMAGE CHOOBES A - UNIQUE

THEME FOR HIS DISCOURSE,

A Text ThEt Uarriea Consolation to the
v_rom-y and Hearvy Laden—The Griefa and
Trinls 6T This World Acerne to Our Glary

Hm:ﬂn'
Bmon.ﬂ Ang, #.—Rev, T. De Witt

Talmuge chose a unigque theme as his
""A Bottle of
Yenrs,” the tixt selotted being Pualma

lnhjeet for today—wis,

Ivi, B,
tl{' "
Hurdly ‘a fiail has comb to me
years timghah not contained letters
ing that fny sermions have comfortw}tlw
writers 6f those letters. I'have nof this
ghmmer nor for 20 Yairs spoken én the
plitform of any outdoor mesting but
coming “down T lve besi told by hun-
dreds of peénple "the sawme thing, 8o 1
think I will keep on trying to be & “son

of eonsolation.”

The prayvr of my textwas pressed ont
of David's soul by innwmerable calami-
ties, but it is just as appropriate for the
diu resscil of all ages. Within the past
centnry travelers and antiquarians have
explored the ruins of many of thean-
vignt cities, and from. the very heart of
thosa buried splendors of other days
have been brought up evidences of cus-
toms that long ago vanizhed from the
world. From among tombs of those
ages have been brought up lachryma-
tories, or lachrymals, which are vials
made of earthenware, It was the cus-
tom for the ancients to catch the tears
that they wept over their dead in a bot-
tle, and to place that bottle in the graves
of the departed, and we have many
specimens of the ancient lachrymatories,
or tear bottles, in onr museums,

TEAR BOTTLES FROM CYPRUS.

When on the way from the Holy Land
our ship touched at Cyprus, we went
hack into the hills of that island and
bonght tear bottles which the natives
had dag out of the ruins of the old city.
There 18 nothing more suggestive to me
than the tear bottles which I brought
home and put among my curiosities.
That was the kind of bottle that my
text alludes to when David cries, “Put
thou my tears into thy bottle.”

The text intimates that God has an in-
timate acqnaintance and perpetual re-
membrance of all our griefs, and a vial,
or lachrymatory, or bottle, in which he
catches and saves our tears, and I bring
to yon the condolence of this Christian
sentiment. Why talk about grief? Alas,
the world has its pangs, and now, while
I speak, there are thick darknesses of
sonl that need to be lifted, There are
many who are about to break under the
nssault of temptation, and perchance,
if mo words appropriate to their case ba

“Pat thon my tears ino thy bot-

nttered, they perish. I come on no fool's |’

errand. Put upon your wounds no salve
compounded by human quackery; but,
pressing straight to the mark, I hail you
a8 & vessel midsea cries to a passing
oraft, “Ship aboy!” and invite you on
board a vessel which bas faith for a fud-
der, and prayer for sails, and *Christ for
captain, and heaven for an eternal har-
bor,

Catherine Rheinfeldt, a Prussian,
keeps & boat with which she rescues the
drowning, When a storm comes on the
coast, and other people go to their beds
to rest, she puts ont in her boat for the
relief of the distressed, and bundreds of
the drowning has she brought safely ta
the beach. In this lifeboat of the gos-
pel I put ont today, hoping, by God's
help, to bring ashore at least one soml
that may now be sinking in the billows
of temptation and trouble. The tears
that were once caught in the lachryma-
tories bronght up from Herculaneum
and Pompeii are all gons, and the bottle
is aa dry as the scoria of the volcano that
gsnbmerged them, but not so with ‘the
bottle in which God gathers all our tears.

First, I remark that God keeps parpw-
nally the tears of repentance.
man has awakened in the morning l'.‘l
wretched from a night's debanch thathe
has sobbed and wept. Pains in the head,
aching in the eyes, sick at beart and un.
it to step into the light. He grieves, not
about his misdoing, but only about its
consequences. God makes no record of
such weeping. Of all the million tears
that have gushed as the result of such
misdemesuor, not one ever got duto
God's bottle, They drisd on the fevered
cheek or were dashed down by the bloat-
ed hand or fell into the red wine cup asit
cawme again to ihe lips, loaming with still
worss intoxicution.

But when a man is sorry for his past
and tries to do better—when he mourns

m.
ncience for put of his lo pre-
g e d &m;m heaven

A e A ey AT
mother's pardon for long un-

‘{I

fnd thé vile, sud $he sin burned, and the
passion blas. 1 agpealing for merey to a
eompassibnite God, I exclaim in ecstasy
:.lnd trinmph, *More tears for (3od's bot-

ei

Again, GGod keeps a tender remem-
brauce of all your sicknesses. How
many of you are thoroughly sound in
body? Not one ont of ten! I do not ex-
aggerate,
are constant subjects of ailments. There
is some one form of disease that you are
porticnlarly subject to. You have a
weak gide or back or are subject to
headaches or faintuesses or lungs easily
distressed. It would not take a very
strong blow to shiver the golden bowl
of life or break the pitcher at the foun-
tain, Many of you have kept on in life
through sheer force of will. You think
no one can understand your distresses.
Perhaps yot look strong, and it is' sup-
posed that yon are a hypochondriac.
They say you are nervous—as if that
were nothing! God have merey upon
any man or woman that {s nervous!
At times yon git alone in your room.
Friends do not come. You feel an inde
scribable loneliness in your sufferings,
but God knows; God feels; God com-
passionates. He counts the sleepless
nights. He regards the acutencss of the
pain. He estinmates the hardness of the
breathing. While you pour opt the
‘medicine from the bottle and count the
drops, God counts all your falling tears,
As you look at the vials filled with nan-
seons drafts and at the bottles of dis-
tasteful tonic that stand on the shelf, re-
member that there s a larger bottle than
these, which is filled with no mixture by
earthly spotheearies, but it is God's bot-
tle, in which he hath gathered all our
tears.

THE BORROWS OF POVERTY,

Again, God remembers all the sorrows
of poverty, There is much want that
never cownes to inspection. The deacons
of the eburch never see it. The camp-
trollers of almshouses never report it. It
comes not to chareh, for it has no appre-
priate apparel. It makes no appeal for
help, but chooses rather to suffer than
expose its bitterness. Fathers who fail
to gain a livelihood, so that they and
their children submit to constant priva-
tion; sewing women, who cannot ply
the needle quick enongh to earn them
shelter and bread.
But whether reported or uncomplain-
ing, whether in seemingly comfortable
parlor, or in damp cellar, or in hot gar-
ret, God's angels of mercy are on the |
wateh. This moment those griefs are
being collected. Down on the back
strests, in all the alleys, amid shanties
and log oabins, the work goes on. Tears
of want—aeething in summer's heat or
freezing in winter's cold—they fall not
unheeded. They are jewels for heaven's
casket, They are pledges of divine sym-
pathy. They are tears for God's bottle.
Again, the Lord preserves the remem-
brance of all paternal anxieties. You
ges 4 man from the most infamous sur-
roundings step out into the kingdom of
God: ' He has heard no sermon, He has
received no startling providential warn-
ing, What brought him to this new
mind? This is the secret—God looked
over the bottle in which he gathers the
tears of his people, god he saw a paren-
tal tear in that bottle syhich bas been
for 40 yenrs unanswered. He said, "'Go
to, now, and let me answer that tear!"
and tor:.hw{th the wwderar is brought
home to God.
Oh, this work of trninipq chﬂdren for

God! It instrqmenﬁom wark. SBome
people think it easy, They have never
tried it. A child is placed in the arms
of the young parent. It isa beautifal
plaything. You look into the langhing
eyes. You examine the dimples in the
fest. You wonder at its exquisite or-
gan Beantiful plaything! But on
i.wnighthll a8 you sit roaking ihat
little ona & voios seums tofall straight
from the throne of God, saying: “That
child is immortal! The stars shall die,
but that ia an immortal! Suns shall
grow old with age and perish, but that
is an immortall”

GOD UNDERSTANDS YOUR HEART,
Now, I know with many of you thisis
the chief anxisty, . You earnestly wish
your children to grow up rightly, byt
you find it hard work to make them do
ns you wish, You check their temper.
You correct their waywmlnm. in the
midnight your pillow is wet with weep:
ing. Yon have wrestled with God in
agony for the salvation of your cldldren,
You ask me if all thai anxiety has beer
ineffectual, I mnswer, No, God un-
derstands your heart. He understands
how hard you have triad to make thai
dsughter do right, thongh she is so very
petulant and reckless, and what pain
you have bestowed in teaching that sck
to walk in the path of nprightness,
ﬂmﬂ‘h be has such strong proclivities

n.
I speak a cheering word, God heard
eyery counsgl you ever offered him. God
has known all the slespless nights you

" | have pamed. God has seen every sink-

’uof your deprm l-ph'“.. God re
members your prayers, He keeps eter-

record of your anxieties, snd in his
%rm—-—mt such as stood in an-
t tomb, but jn one that glows and

beside the throme of God—he

Eoids

The vast majority of the race | tronbles climb to the tiptop and =it shiv-

! aim that sends them just right, for God

In the couraooit, Hm bereavements
are howe troubles, and there is no eseape
from them, \ou will see that vacant
chair. Your eye will catch at the sng
gestive pictore,

You canvot fly the presence of such
ills, You go to Switzerland to get elonr |

mule that takes you ap the Alps, your

ering on the glaciers, You thay cross
the seas, bat they can owtsafl the swift-
est stenmer. You may tuke garavan and
put out across the Arabian descr(, Lut
they follow yon like a. simoom, armed
with suffocation. You plunge iuto the
Mammoth cave, but they hang like sta-
lastites fromu the roof of the great cuv-
et They stand behind with skeleton
fingers to push yon ahead., They stand
before you to throw you back. They
run upon you like reckless horsemen.
They charge upon yom with gleaming
spear, They seem to oome bapbazard.
scattering shota from the gun of u care
less sportsman, But not so. It is good

is the archer.

This summer many of you will' espe-
cially feel your grief a8 you go to places
where once you wers sccompanied by
those who are gone now. Your trow-
bles will follow yom to the seashore and
will keep up with the lightuing express
in which you speed sway. Or, tarrying
st home, they will sit beside you. by
day and whisper over your pillow night
after night. I want toassure you that
youn are not left alone and that your
weeping is heard in heaven,

Yon will wander among the hills and
uay, “Up this hill last year,our. boy
climbed with great glee and waved his
cap from the fop,” or **This is the place
where our little girl pnt flowers in her
hair and looked up in her mother'-
face,” until every drop of blood in your
heart tingled with gladness, and you
thanked God with a thrill of rapture
and you look around as mnch as to say
"Who dashed ont that light? Who filled
this cup with gall? What blast froge ap
thess fountpins of the heart?

Bome of you have lost your parenis
within the last 12montha. Their paayers

| ness that onoe looked out from those

for yon are ended. Yon take mp their
pioture and fry to eall back the kind-

| old, wrinkled faces and spoke in sucha
tremulous voioe, and yout say-it is a good
picture, but all the while: you feel that.
| after all, it does not do justice; and you
would give slmost anything—you would
cross the sea; yon would walk the earth
over—to hear just one word from those
lips that a few months ago used to call
you by your first name, though ao long
you yourself have been a parent.

Now, you have done your best to bide
vour grief. Yom smile when you de not
feel like. it. But though you may de-
ceive the world, God knows. He looks
down upon the empty cradle, upon the
desolated nursery, upon the stricken
home and upon the broken heart, and
says: “‘This is the way I thrash the
wheat; this {s the way I scour my jew-
elal . Cast thy burden, on my arm, and ]
will sustain yon, All those tears I have
gathered into my hoitle!”

USES OF GOD'S LACHRYMATORY,

But what is the useof baving po many
tears in Giod's lachrymatory? ‘In that
great easket or vase, why does God pre-
serve all your troubles? Through all
the ages of eternity, what use of & grest
collection of tears! 1donot know thet
they will be kept there forever. I do
not kuow but that in some distant age
of heaven an angel of God may- hdi:
into the bottle and find it as empty' of
tears as the lachrymals of earthenware
dug up from the suylent city. Where!
have the tears goue! What sprite of

hell hath ‘beon inv God's pslace
and hath robbed the wriuf
None,  These were sancti BOTTOWS,

and those tears werechanged into pearls
that are now set in the crowns and
robes of the ransomed,

I walk up to examine this heavenly
coronet, gleaming brighter than the pan
and cry, “From what rivér depths of
heaven were those gems gathered?™ and
& thousand voices reply, “These ue
tranamuted tears from God's bottla” |
see soeptors of light stretched dowan trom
the theone of those who on earth wers
trod on of men, aud in every sceplar
point and inlsid in every ivory stair of
golden throne I behold an ind
richness aud luster and ery, “Fr
whenoe Lhis streaming light—thess finak-
ing pearis?™ and the volces of the eldem
before the throme, snd, of the mariyms
ander the altar, sad of ths handred sad
forty and four thousand radiant on the
glassy sea exclaim, " Transmuted tesms
from God's bottle.”

Lot the nges of heayen roll on—the

story of eartbh's pomp and pride Jong
ago euded; the kobinoor dismonds that
make kings proud, the precious stones
that adoroed Porsian tiars and flamed
in the robes of Babylenisa

d: OM JA W

A Blmple Method,

“A year or 50 ago,” said a young man
to a Pittaburger, 1 spent u fow weeks
in New Orleans. One day I saw a ma-
chine which bore the inscription, ‘Drop

| A nickel in the slot and learn how to

| make your pants last' As I hadn'ta

of them; but, more sure footed than the | great deal of money, 1 thought an iuvest- |

memt of 5 centa to show me how to save
the purchase of a puir of trousers would
pe ;amall capital put to good use, so I
dropped a nickel in and a card appeared.
What do you supposs it recommended as
the way to male your pants lasti®

“Don't wear “om, I suppose.”

“NU."

YW hint did it say?

“Make yonr cont and vest first,"—
Pittsburg Chronicla,

Did Not Spars Him.

Misa Coldeal—Flora Flippe =ays she
does not think yon have any brains,

COholly Chumpleigh—Good gwacious,
how decsitful! Why, she told & friend

sight.
Miss Coldeal—Well, “out of sight, out
of mind,” you know.—Ths Clab,

ot If Ghe Enew 1t

A few weeks ago a railway collislon
krilled, among others, a passenger living
in & country town. His remsins were
sent home, and a few days after the fu-
neral the solicitor to the company called
upon the widow to effect n sottloment.
Bhe placed her damages st £5,000, '

“Oh, that sum is unrveasonable!” re-
plied the solicitor. **Your husband was
nearly 60 years old?"

“Yea, sir."

“And lame?™

MY‘

*And his gencral health waa poor?”
y "vﬂl?-"-

“And .he probably would not have
lived more than five years!

“Probably not, sir,”

“Then it seems to me that £400 or £500
wonld ben fair compensation,” :

“Four of five hmdred?’ she echoed: |
“Whyy siry I courtéd that mian for 10 (s
years, ran after him for 10 more, and
then had to chase him down with a shob:

gun to get him to marry me. Do you
suppose that I'm going to settle for bare
cost of shoe leather und ammunition?™

The man of law concluded that she de-
served all ghe could get.—Spare Mo-
mante

 DOWN GO THE RATES!

Tha Union Pacific now leads wi rb-
duced rates to eastern points, lnd
through car arrangements, tto-
ently equippéd Pullman nnd 'nouripl
sleepers, frée reclining cbhair car and
fust time, make it t he best timwe to tray-
@¢l. T'wo tralus leave from Portlsnd
dally at 8:45 w. m. and 7:80 p. m. m
rivtés are now withlo reach of all, &
everybody slionld take ldvlulngt
them to visil the world’s fuir and th
friends ip the east, Bend for rates
schedules of tralns, dnd do not
fiokets untll after mmultluu
Barker, agents,
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and think of all the earthly troubles
from whish they were delivered and
say, each to each: “That bs what we
Hd“w“ *That is what the
Q‘-- e mm

s bogtle™

pspecting this

) the towers

ks wilwery

: . all tears

W herelors comfurl ous

A "my» » men cen bear
mm-d wealth with the
calmnoss of & #t0to, but be cannct los
bis coller stud on the bedvecm foor

of mive the other day that I was out of

FTCR oED, S b e

MARKET |~

[ 4

‘w::n

'.' .*c N. Y,

co..

Nt 5 o AR |

HOUBE PAINTING,
' PAPER MGHG.

cheen Doors

—Aﬂn JOBBING.—

-rv.

- Brick - and

R

<Tile<{o

CASH MARKET

Best meat and free delivery.
136 State Stroet.

Meat Market,

205 Vommercial Rtrest,
Good aats, Prompt delivery,

Natural Wood F lu'lay & Winstanley.
Cor, 30th snd Ohemekets b 28 High st R ——
Geo. Fendrieh, 1y A qrBYv [Take It

EVENING JOURNAL,

OWIo-h,:"ﬂ_qu

’ m

- David MeKillop

| _Steam Wood Saw

vo orders at Balem I
nt Co., umm:.m'

JOHN G, MARTIN; -

Horsashouing.

BLAOKSMITHING,  ®
Blate Street, - - Halem Hiate

PROFEMBIONAL AND mmm

r ll..n';m axo, 8, muu |

A ul l-lu l

R. ”&"&.aw.m m

H, %2 muutn.aﬁdw xwm
I BHAW. M. W, HUNT, nmwo’"ﬁ
Moo Taal? Bl reg?

AR
&n, ...u.'."'%.t""*m%e
e T St
§ r.u.a “;al:unw —typewriiiug ﬁ

R S

D“" ‘ ‘s vu,. uu dh
-a-ormtmun snd ehildren, mnr.

W, skin
1 mﬂa‘mumn;m nndlt.njp m, 11-&

Iunm, klm
L
w vﬂwnwnu AND BURGEON,
atreet,in

Ao Tnervinl dﬂ bld
pﬁ?ﬂumm l’l" i

ﬁLmW##‘m
E."l‘ C, hll‘l‘!l Dentist, u“ﬂ“

m;“
mn'
"w ‘E. 1D«
vania O m

D, PUGH, Auhlu-t

e LIS ’::.h\*:‘.‘ﬂ"&:.....ﬁ:
street, up -uln.

P.lg?ﬁ,'l‘l lo. TA0.0, W~
vulldlog, every oﬂmﬂw -mm r ?

k. W, DENNIS, M. W,
2. ANELWOOD. Bagwdr,

ROLG

TICRETS

DENVER,

SALT LAKE,
OMAHA, KANSAS CITY,

CHICAGO, ... STLous
- EASTERN CITIES.

1 DAYS 1o
2  CHICAGO

Tlours the Quickest 1o Chicago nd

1o and Kan-
florg Quicker o Brashe :
Puliman and Tourist Sleepers, Free

1. H. HAAS,

'ru WATCHMAKER,
o am‘n"&-m’m‘ﬂ' +Orvgen.
o i m-m"‘ I

Smith Premier Typewriter,

8old on eaxy payments, For Rent.

W. I STALEY, Agent, Sulem,

M, N.[BURPE, Gen' agent, | o Third wh,
Portiand, Send !

W. L. DOUCLAS
83 SHOE ¥,
hnmh‘m umﬂ'}iﬁh

 HOWARD,
The House Mover.||

451 Marion Street,

D g g
From Torminal or Ioterior Points the

Northern Pacic Railroad

s the Hae tojlake

To all Points Bast and South,
veoitbals Tlah Svery " dhy ' TR YAINS
§T. PAUL AKD CHICAGD

(90 cange of cars.)
Wm

TOURIST,
Sleeping Cars.

PR

FOR SALE. "

“torma and A 0 W
Bide one. '

T IOHAK H

Mk aa

Deutscher AM

POSTOFFICE BLOCK, - -
amw

&30-00-dw

—--V A—

THE SHASTA RO_UTE

Southern F«dﬂﬂ c‘“m‘.

CALIFONNTA mmw DAILY BEs -
TWELN PORTLAND AND A ¥, 1

'

- o ===

i o Gl
‘"“ﬁﬂﬁ%&“f.




